CHURCH-MUSICK

Sweetest of sweets, I thank you ; when displeasure
Did through my body wound my kind.,

You took me thence, and in your house of pleasure
A dainty lodging me assign'd.

Now I in you without a body move,
Rising and falling with your wings :

We both together sweetly live and love,
Yet say sometimes, God help poor Kings.

Comfort, Fie die; for if you post from me,
Sure I shall do so, and much more :

But if I travel in your companie,

You know the way to Heavens door.

GEORGE HERBERT

AT A SOLEMN MUSICK
Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of Heav'ns joy,
Sphear-born harmonious Sisters, Voice and Vers,
Wed your divine sounds, and mixt power employ
Dead things with inbreathed sense able to pierce,
And to our high-rais'd phantasie present
That undisturbed Song of pure content,
Ay sung before the saphire-colour'd throne
To him that sits thereon
With Saintly shout and solemn Jubily,
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